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BLUE EYED LOTTIE MAY 


Words by ARTHUR W. FRENCH. 


Music by WALTER HEWITT. 
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Blue eyed lit -tie Lot-tie May 

Blue eyed lit- tie Lot -tie May 

Blue eyed lit -tie Lot- tie May 
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NEW AND ELEGANT SHEET MUSIC 


(Each— Copyright Secured.) 



BABY’S SUNBEAM 
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Music by J. H. WHITTEMORE. 

— N 1 — \ — | — jV h— t 


-w- 


m 


was 


play 


ly a sunbeam came through the o - pen door ; And 


• ing on the noor, When sud - den 

2. He look’d up to his mother, to share his infant bliss; 

Then stoop’d, and gave the sunbeam a pure, swoet baby kiss. 

0 Lord, our Heavenly Father, in the fullne-s of my joy. 

1 pray that child-like feeling, may never leave the boy ; 

But in the. dnvs of trial, when sin allures the youth, 

“ Send out Thy light” to guido him, the sunbeams of Thy Truth, 

And may his heart be ever, to Thee an open door, 

Thro’ which thy truths, as sunbeams, make joy upon life’s floor. 

“ Baby’s Sunbeam. The song and choru9 just published, is one of the most touching and sweetest little gems set to. music. Every 

mother’s heart will respond to the sentiment— and the song, which is founded upon the incident familiar to all, of a little child kissing a sunbeam 
that came in with a pencil of golden light and made a brilliant dot upon the floor.”— D etroit (Daily) Free Dress. 

Price— Plain, SO cts .; Beautiful Lithograph Title, 40 cts. 


1. A darling little infant was playing on the floor, 

When suddenly a sunbeam came through the open door ; 
And striking on the carpet, i t made a golden dot, 

The darling baby saw it, and crept up to the spot . 

His little face was beaming with a smile of perfect joy, 

As if an angel’s presence had tilled the little boy ; 

And with his tiny finger, as in a fairy dream, 

He touch’d the dot of sunshine, and follow’d up the beam. 


3. And may his presence tench us that we must all become, 

As trusting little chlld-en, to reach the heavenly home ; 

So innocent and simple ; so free from selfish sin : 

For Jcstr said the “ Kingdom of heaven is within,” 

As baby’s bright eyes followed the sunbeam to the sun, 

So may wo o’er continue in every good begun • 

And with each truth grow upward, and trace thro’ all its course, 
And rest with it, dear Lord, in Thee, the universal source. 


“KISS ME ONCE MORE BEFORE I SLEEP, MAMMA,” 


Music by EAGER II. SHERWOOD. 


Cow pan ion Song to “PUT ME IN MY LITTLE BED.” 
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Kiss me once more be-fore I sleep, mamma, My 


I. “ Kiss me once more before I sleep, mamma, 
" r lit 


evening prayer I now have said ; 


And press your dear lov-ing cheek to 


My evening prayers I now have said; 

And press your dear loviug cheek to mine, mamma, 
Before you tuck me in my bed, ” 


Dear brother Will and Siss were out at play, 
When the evening shadows fell, 

And it was so hard for me to come away, 

When I heard you ring the calling bell. 


Tliis is a very pretty song. 


The melody is of such peculiar sweetness, that it ever rings in the mind. 

Price— Plain, 30 cts. ; Elegant Illustrated Vignette, 40 cts. 


“ DON’T FORGET ME.’ 


Composed by C. N. COLWELL. 
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depths of thy af fee - tion, Plant me sweet for - get 

This composition is the finest that has ever been published in this country — reminding one of the beauties of Mendelssohn and other 
great masters. No repertoire would be complete without this great masterpiece. 

Price— Beautiful Lithograph Title, 30 cts. 

To be followed in rapid succession, by the same Author, “Here Take My Heart , ” “ I Will .Remember Thee,’ “ A Sigh ; Also, the follow- 
ing Instrumental Pieces — “ Nettie Polka,” “ Valse Impromptu,” 


Caprice Galop de Concert,” etc., etc. 


“LET ME SAY MY LITTLE PRAYER.” 


Words and Music by J. C. MACEY. 
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1 Como and hear mo, sister darling, 

I have waited very long ; 

Won’t you cornu and sit beside me, 
And sing the dour old 6ong. 

Don’t be lonely, sister darling, 
Mother’s waiting ‘‘over there,” 
And when I’ve told that sweet story, 
I will say my littlo prayer. 

Oho. — Don’t be lonely, Ac. 


2 When the snow was soflly falling, 

And my birdie could not sing ; 

O’er our brother’s dying pillow, 

Spread an angel’s wing; 

Then we kiss’d the blue lids softly, 
Wot with tears the golden hair, 
While he. murmur’d “ ’ere I leave you, 
Let mo say my little prayer. 

Cho.— Don’t be lonely, Ac. 


3 Don’t be lonely, sister darling, 

Brush the tear-drop from your eye, 
In this world are many orphans — 
Just like you and I. 

And when darkness falls around us,' 
We will seek our Father’s care — 
Hand in hand together kneeling— 

We will say our little prayer. 

Cho. — D on’t be lonely, Ac: 


This is a perfect Gem— of the same style as " Put me in my little Bed,” but in Melody, Harmony and Rythm, far its superior. 

Price— Beautiful Lithograph Title, 40 cts. 



Published by 



DETROIT: 


man & 



179 Jefferson Av 


/FF&iFN _ 




J. Cockkoft, Electrotyper and Music Printer, 

No. 21 Mmill Block. Detroit. 




